and as he reversed at the end of his beat he murmured
to himself In measured singsong*

"Yous IsomP5 Miss Jenny shouted*

He halted in mid stride^ still at shoulder arms.
"Masam?" he said mildly. Miss Jenny continued to
glare at him, and his military bearing faded and he
lowered his piece and executed a sort of effacing move-
ment within his martial shroud.

"Put that hoe down and bring that basket over here,
That?s the first time in your life you ever picked up a
garden tool of your own free vvilL I wish I could dis-
cover the kind of uniform that would make you dig in
the ground with it; Pd certainly buy you one."

"Yessum."

"If you want to play soldier,, you go off somewhere
with Bayard and do it. I can raise flowers without any
help from the army/5 she addeds turning to the guest
with her handful of larkspur. "And what are you
laughing at?55 she demanded.

"You both look so funny," the younger woman ex-
plained, "You looked so much more like a soldier than
poor Isom* for all his uniform.5* She touched her eyes
with her finger tips* **Pm sorry: please forgive me for
laughing."

"Hmph," Miss Jenny sniffed. She put the larkspur
Into the basket and went on to the sweet peas and
snipped again^ viciously. The guest followed, as did
Isom with the basket; and presently Miss Jenny had
done with, sweet peas and she moved on again with her
trains pausing to cut a rose here and theres and stopped
before a bed where tulips lifted their bright inverted
bells. She and Isom had guessed happily this time; the
various colors formed an orderly pattern,
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